Marc’s Very Brief Literary Criticism 


Samuel Beckett: Clowning around and killing yourself can be funny. If 
you're religious, it’s hilarious. 


Marcel Proust: French agoraphobic. Ate a cookie and then wrote on and on 
and on about his dysfunctional family. Who cares? 


Sylvia Plath, Anne Sexton, John Berryman, Theodore Roethke: Somebody get 
these people some medication pronto! 


William Burroughs: Cowboys from outer space addicted to green jelly and 
doing very naughty things. Sentences that make no sense whatsoever. 


Jonathan Swift: Hates peoples’ gut. Writes about eating children and talking 
horses. 


James Joyce: Disgruntled Irish writer in exile. Multiple personality disorder. 
“Yes”. Way too many words and too many footnotes required. 


Ezra Pound: Disgruntled American poet in exile. Multiple personality 
disorder. “Usury”. Way too many words and footnotes required, plus 
antisemitism. 


Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn: Russian writer in exile. It’s too freaking cold in 
Siberia and the Communists suck. Prison. Won a prize and moved to Alaska. 


Jean Paul Sartre: Being nauseated about nothing for 800+ pages. “Hell” The 
bourgeoisie suck. Won a prize and stayed in his room. 


